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he looked towards the electric fire and we would at once put it fully on
and as near to him as possible. He loved great heat and his legs and hands
would bask and bake.
"Cold agrees with me best of all," he said, "and I am glad this hot
summer is over. How do you enjoy being buried alive in Ayot? I,
myself, like being left to myself. I inherited this from my mother, who
was forced to enjoy her own society because society disowned her when
my father proved a drunkard. It suits me well. Charlotte on the other
hand likes to have a lot of young men around her and would have liked
to travel. If she weren't ill and confined to the curtilage she would stilt
have kept me on the move. For her, happiness is always round the corner."
"It's so much of a dream living here, a dream realized of course, that
I have to switch on the news to get back to life, now that I am on vacation/*
"Forget the blasted war. It will pass like a thief in the night, and that
reminds me, did you hear the planes last night circling round my house?"
"I thought they were circling round mine."
"Undoubtedly looking out for me. They've already burnt my books,
now they want to spoil my looks. Shaw without a beard would be a
monstrosity. But this is the safest place because the LC.I. is here. The
chiefs must be kept alive at all costs and they must have chosen well."
"They probably chose it because you are here, G.B.S."
"I hear that they are doing my plays even now in Germany. They
regard me as Irish and therefore a neutral. I have a great deal of money
frozen in that country and all the heat of the war will not turn the Germans
against me. I told them twenty or so years ago, an artist is a supernational
and is a member of the great republic of art. I was thinking of the old
Museum days, when we sat, refugee philosophers from all over the world,
and yet not one spoke to the other as far as I know. I never met Karl
Marx personally but the people who have never read him now think
him obsolete in order to justify their lack of knowledge. If it weren't
for Karl Marx I might still have been writing unreadable novels and like
> Savage Landor would have boasted of not a single copy sold.
"You know, of course, it was top-hatted Hyndman who introduced
Marx to the English proletarian. The strange thing was when Hyndman
wrote his historic book on Economics he did not mention Marx and
I asked Mrs. Hyndman what had happened. Had her husband gone
over to the enemy? Matilda looked at me knowingly and explained
that her husband had dinner with Karl and in a fit of high spirits had put
on Kaii's hat and found it fitted. Karl had never forgiven him for this insult.